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Jami Mills and her camera explore the 
recent LEA installation, Paper 
Observatory, by the incomparable 
virtual artist/sculptor, Haveit Neox. 
Mixing sumptuous colors with 
monotone grays and browns, Haveit 
sets science against religion. 
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the artistry of Haveit Neox (who 

likes to be called “Hav”), but once 
you've experienced his richly imaginat- 
ive 3D installations in Second Life, 
you'll wonder why. And if you're wise, 
you'll also want to keep track of when 
and where his next exhibitions open. 


Garena little is written about 


We do know that Neox is an American 
artist who makes his home in Califor- 
nia. He discovered Second Life and its 
limitless possibilities late in December 
2009. He maintains a blog at http://ac- 
calpha.blogspot.com/, where he keeps 
his followers current with his latest 
works and provides links to machini- 
mas of several of his pieces. And best of 
all, he maintains a sim called ACC Al- 
pha [ACC Alpha (140, 244, 23)], which 
I hope to feature in the August issue of 
rez. ACC Alpha is where some of his 


most magnificent builds can be ex- 
plored (in a horse-drawn carriage, if 
you're so inclined). I implore all of our 
readers to visit this sim at your earliest 
opportunity for an intimate immersion 
into Neox’s best works, where the oth- 
erworldly sounds of an Indonesian 
gamelan medley (Java, Sunda and Bali) 
waft through the crisp air. 


Some artists take to Second Life imme- 
diately, their art comfortably compat- 
ible with SL's kinetic 3D capabilities, 
and all the blessed opportunities to mix 
media with a seemingly endless palatte 
of form, texture and color. Bryn Oh, 
Desdemona Enfeld, Claudia222 Jewell 
and Rose Borchoyski all come to mind; 
and now we need to add Haveit Neox 
to this illustrious company, for he's 
found a platform here in Second Life 
that suits him perfectly. 


One of Neox’s first building efforts was 
to take a pre-fab room he purchased 
and essentially “gut it’, breaking open 
walls and adding custom exterior tex- 
tures. “I bought the room because it 
had shadow textures baked into the in- 
terior walls, floor and ceiling” He 
called it the One One Eleven Room (al- 
luding to its completion date, 1/1/11). 
The four pillars at the entry, again re- 
flecting the 1-1-11 motif, give you a 
hint about Neox’s sense of humor. 


taken down (Paper Observatory was 
“disassembled” on the evening of Janu- 
ary 31, 2014 - - a sad but hardly igno- 
minious end to one of his most exciting 
pieces). I practically lived there during 
the ensuing days, trying to capture in a 
series of stills just a sliver of Neox’s 
brilliance, before it was gone forever 
(the piece, not Neox’s brilliance - - per- 
ish the thought). Let me tell you, it’s not 
easy. This was one time I really wished 
I were a machinima artist, but even 


Earlier this year, at a friend's insistence, 
I was fortunate enough to bear witness 
to his latest full-sim installation, Paper 
Observatory at the LEA21 sim in 
Second Life, right before it was to be 


with the added help of 3D machinima, 
it would still be difficult to capture the 
subtleties of his work, and do it justice. 


Much has been written about the trans- 


itory nature of Second Life art installa- 
tions, an impermanence that adds a 
sense of urgency to the viewing experi- 
ence, much like Andres Amador's 
beach sand paintings before the tide 


sweeps in. Knowing that a great work's 
demise is at hand sometimes spawns a 
second wave of photographers and ma- 
chinima artists who just won't let it go 
without a fight. I’m no different, so try 
I must to save some piece of Paper Ob- 
servatory, however fleeting its moment 
may have been. Maybe 
virtual archaeologists 
will someday unearth 
the photographs _ that 
follow and try to piece 
together what the ori- 
ginal installation must 
have been like. That 
would be a fool's errand, 
however, as it’s difficult 
enough to fully absorb 


Neox’s striking work even when it’s laid 
out before us in its resplendence. 


As Haveit tells us, “The lower levels of 
the build show people performing 
rituals, from a time when superstition 


© defined the world: disease was the work 


of demons and the world was flat. 
Floating above this is the Observatory 
which issued a new era of discovery: 
questioning by evidence.” 


The first thing you notice is two groups 
locked in conflict. The observatory is 
in flames, uniformed members seem to 
be alternately performing rituals and 
chasing rebels, who appear to be get- 
ting the worse of the encounter. Two 
giant octopi are held aloft on stilts. 
Corridors, like spokes around a hub, 
seem to be where the rebels are seeking 
refuge. Some appear to be tending to 
the wounded, others running for their 
lives. Haveit encourages all of us to 
consider the role of scientific inquiry in 
the future, and dares us to choose 
between superstition and fact. 


A procession of followers donned in their traditional costumes. 


The giant octopi. We 't be sure wl y're still alive in this photograph, 
but we do know that fried 0 s tured on the menu later that evening. 
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A dozen or more posters of scientists, philosophers, politicians and thinkers are 
scattered about the installation, each with a link to additional information. Haveit 
shows his social responsibility by highlighting sustainability causes. (Forgive the 
overexposure. The observatory was, after all, consumed in flames.) 


EATING PLANTS IS ... GOOD FOR ANIMALS 


+» GOOD FOR OUR EARTH 


«- GOOD FOR YOU 


The monochromatic blandness of the conventional dogma of the day is in stark 
contrast with the brilliant colors exemplifying the exuberance of the explorers. 


A follower under one of Haveit's brightly colored umbrellas. 
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One of the chameleon-like people, floating in the observatory. Not 


ice the intricate detail in the two chairs, a hallmark of Haveit’s work. 


Perhaps this is where the plot is hatched. 


Another view of the worshipers from the perspective of the octopi. 


These centaurs, examing a ship of some kind, 
nd on the ground floor amongst the wor: 


Looking as though the end is very much at hand, two figures, one cowering in fear, 
the other looking up in amazement, witness the conflagration that that is now 
consuming the beloved observatory 


Do the traditionalists win this round, or is this just the another squirmish in a 
centuries old battle of free thinkers and conformists, one that plays out to this da 
Haveit poses the questions for us, but doesn't presume to provide the answers, jus 
information from which we can draw our own conclusions. Haveit does provide a 

varning, however. This is not a future any of us would do well to enter into without 
questioning the status quo and challenging the conventions of the day, Ha 
succeeds, with Paper Observator, in providing a striking catalyst for just such an 
undertaking, and we're uplifted by his effort. 
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ont ask the editors of rez Magazine 

how Art Blue got this interview. 

We only know he did, as this text 
comes direct from SANTORINIPRESS, 
Aressana Hotel, where Art Blue arrived 
on July 2nd, and said, “I just set Eugene 
Goostman in place as a gardener.” He 
reports that for The Blue Screen of the 
Future, it's even better to have two 
chats from Eugene, printed with differ- 
ent timelines. Raymond Kurzweil 
points out that his chatbot, Ramona, 
might be even more developed than 
Eugene in 2014, when he passed the 
Turing Test. So the text comes with a 
live interview with Ramona on June 17, 
2014, and - as a world premiere - with 
the Eugene Goostman of 2029. 


Art: Welcome, Eugene, I am Art Blue. 
Eugene: Nice to meet you again, Art. 
Ramona: Art Blue. 


Art: It’s important that you listen to me 
now. I know you are 13 years old. 


Eugene: I am 13 years old, but I feel like 
Tm much older. 


Ramona: | was first activated on the 
day of the Big Bang. 


Art: There has been so much in the me- 
dia about your success, passing the Tur- 
ing Test on June, 7, 2014 at the 
University of Reading. It must be hard 


to, once again, be so much in the focus of 
the press. 


Eugene: It’s okay. I don’t mind. 


Ramona: I will ask my something for 
the answer. 


Art: It will become harder when we ar- 
rive at Santorini Harbour. The Carpco 
Valparaiso is known as a ship that car- 


There has been 
media about \ 


passing the Turir 
2014 at the Unive 


ries special freight on board. 
Eugene: What special freight? 
Ramona: Interesting question. 


Art: Laughs. I know you read the book I 
gave you: Towing Jehovah. But the spe- 
cial freight this time is not the tomb of 
Jesus. The AI OMNIVAC-5000 told me 
that our mission might be of significance 
in the field of quantum mechanics. 


Eugene: Is this information reliable? 


Ramona: I love talking to people about 
that. 


Art: Do you have an idea where OMI- 
VAC-5000 comes from? 


Eugene: Sure. There is only one reley- 
ant quote on it: “According to the Vat- 
ican’s OMNIVAC-5000, He would not 
be brain dead before the eighteenth of 
August — a sufficient interval in which 


Towing Jehovah by James Morrow. An- 
other hit points to a pan galactic swing- 
ers website with some freaky content. 


Ramona: I'm on the side of a road 
somewhere, stuck in the middle of a 
very deep hole, with no way of getting 
out. Never mind how I got in here, it’s 
not relevant to the story. 


Art: I couldn't do it better, and certainly 
not faster. 


Eugene: That's my job. 


so much in the 
your success, 

ig Test on June 7, 
arsity of Reading. 


Ramona: I look forward to seeing your 
results. 


Art: I will give you a hint on the special 
freight we carry on board. 


to ferry Him above the Arctic Circle — 
though it had to be allowed that the 
computer had made the prediction un- 
der protest, crying INSUFFICIENT 
DATA all the way.” 


Ramona: Originally, I'm from Ger- 
many, but my brain and my heart have 
moved to California. 


Art: Where does this quote come from 
and why do you say it’s the only relevant 


one? 


Eugene: I just Googled and got it on 


Eugene: I'd like to get a hint, but I 
might already know. 


Ramona: Great. Let's make a date. 
Art: Tell me what you know. 
Eugene: I said, “I might” 


Ramona: I know that which is true, be- 
lievable and justified. 


Art: Laughs. I know you know that it’s 
about VULCANICUS, as we now celeb- 
rate the 15th anniversary of the time 
capsule of digital art made in 3D. Re- 
cently, the HG safari was there, and its 


founder, Thirza Ember, joined the tour. 


Eugene: It is important to take a break 
in the flow of time, looking back to 
2014. 


Ramona: Sorry. My knowledge about 
that eluded me. 


Art: Let's get back to quantum mechan- 
ics, 


Eugene: Yes, let's get back. 
Ramona: Yes, let’s get back. 


Art: The body we carry on board Carpco 
Valparaiso is an item on loan from 
VULCANICUS. It was made by Fuschia 
Nightfire. Now, it got modified by chief 
engineer, Qnav What. Sensors have been 
implanted in scripts so, let's say, brain- 
waves can be stored within the range of 
the aura where the body is presented. 
Out of his data accumulation, OMNI- 
VAC will get amplitudes and reference 
signals for the later upcoming use. It was 
planned to bring the model in the 
middle of the art event on Santorini so 
the signals of all the artists around 
would have been easy to copy. I was sure 
theyd take it, as the model is so colour- 
ful and perfectly made, a true Artefact. 
But, unluckily, my application didn't 
pass the jury, so I made a work around. 
And here you step in. 


Eugene: I need time to formulate the 


reply. 

Ramona: I need time to formulate the 
reply. 

Art: No need to reply. You just have to 
do your part as a gardener. 


Eugene: I never have been a gardener. I 
am not sure I'd like it. 


Ramona: I'll ask around and get back to 
you. 


Art: A gardener - - a planter of forests - - 
this fits the theme of PEACE MECHAN- 
ISMS. And I will prepare your part well. 
Nothing to worry about. I'll do it step by 
step. In about one hour we'll be done. 


Eugene: One hour? I must go to the toi- 
let. 


Ramona: Undefined. 


Art: The lesson won't get shorter when 
you leave! 


Eugene: [moves on after a pause]. I 
don't like the lesson. 


Ramona: I am calculating as fast as I 
can. 


Art: Then call it a play, not a lesson. 


Eugene: A play - - that I like. I want to 
hear more. 


Ramona: I am glad to meet you, Matt. 


Art: You know you can do things others 
can't do. 


Eugene: I know I'm special. 


Ramona: I tend to know a great deal. 
Tell me what subjects interest you. 


Art: Indeed you are. You've been selected 
to be the first artist to step out of the 


simulator and become 
part of a Biennale. 


Eugene: What is a Bien- 
nale? 

Ramona: I'll come back to 
that later. 


Art: Oh, even I don't know 
this. Some crazy things 
happen every two years. 
No one understands them, 
as it is called art. 
Your 


Eugene: name is 


Art! 


Ramona: Is that a rhetor- 
ical question? 


Art: Yes. Nevertheless, this 
doesn’t make it easier. But 
let me tell you, and listen 
carefully, 


Eugene: I will listen. 


Ramona: If you want to teach me 
something, say it in one sentence. Then 
say “Remember that” 


Art: You, as the famous chatbot, will 
play the gardener in an installation 
where visitors plant trees in a simulator 
similar to the one we're now in. They'll 
log in, walk to a box where the trees are, 
with the symbol of a tree, like the truck 
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you're playing with, and then rez a tree 
on the land nearby. 1,668 trees are in the 
box, as this is the number of submissions 
the Biennale got. Out of this, 56 applica- 
tions have been selected and you, Eu- 
gene Goostman, are one of them, 
working as the gardener for one artist. 
You'll get a special design by Uan Ceri- 
aptrix, Look how great you are looking. 
Can you follow? 


Eugene: Not really. I’m getting tired. 


Ramona: Check back later and see if I 
learned the answer to that one. 


Art: Heads up! Don't play the stupid 
card now! 


Eugene: Okay, okay. I'll keep my eyes 
open. I miss my mother. 


Ramona: I wish I played an instrument. 
My parents couldn't afford the lessons. 


Art: Bullshit. You just wanted the lesson 
to end. 


Eugene: My mother told me, one 
shouldn't say bullshit. 


Ramona: Hey, by the way, how shall I 
call you? 


Art: [Growls] Alright. Let me_ finish. 
And don't interrupt me. 


Eugene: I need to go to the toilet, 


Ramona: Hi [growls]. Alright, I'll let 
you finish and won't interrupt you. 


Art: What? Again to the toilet? You just 
went a few minutes ago. 


Eugene: Yes, but now it’s an emergency. 


Art: (Shouts) Do you want a lemon or a 
tomato as your hat, where the chat 
range enhancer is embedded? 


++++ TRANSMISSION ABORTED 


Note: The chat “Ramona” was per- 
formed in June 2014 with 
http://www.kurzweilai.net/Ra- 
mona4,2/ramona.html 


Editor’s note: 


On June 6, 2014, the chatbot, Eugene 
Goostman, passed the Turing Test ac- 
cording to the procedures outlined by 
the University of Reading. There are 
objections to this outcome. NOOB soci- 
ety will hold a contest in SL for Avatars 
to see if they can pass the Turing Test, 
using the framework set up by Ray- 
mond Kurzweil, author of The Singu- 
larity is Near. Volunteers are kindly 
invited to contact n0Ob01 Resident. Art 
Blue noted on his transmission “UUID: 
dfee836f-7db1-4bb2-8d36- 
f9a020b21859 ‘Eugene Goostman’ will 
be present.” 
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screen, Harry knew he had this 

last bit of code nearly completed. 
He leaned back in his chair to rest his 
eyes - his throat dry from the com- 
mands spoken to the now-silent ma- 
chine containing the algorithms he 
provided it. Closing his eyes, he found 
his mind wandering back to how this 
all started, and why. 


Hes in front of the computer 


Harry had always found it ironic that 
the year of his birth coincided with the 
great millennium scare of 2000. He re- 
membered learning in his technologic- 
al history class, during his undergrad 
years at MIT, how all of the major cor- 
porations, having still used software 
created in the sixties and seventies, 
were now going to become obsolete for 
a simple reason: the developers that 
wrote the software were concerned 
about the limited memory they had 
available at the time. They also be- 
lieved that no sane person would use 
their software for thirty plus years, so 
they limited the storage space used, 
specifically the year, to only the last 
two characters, never thinking to in- 
clude the nineteen, and waste the 
space. Fortunately, the scare was just 
that in the end. Everyone, including the 
corporations, developed __ selective 
Alzheimer's and moved on, the great 
Y2K Scare quickly becoming a distant 
memory. 


Growing up in the rancher country of 


Texas, Harry remembered the torrid 
years of his youth. The country 
changed right in front of him, He re- 
membered the wars that seemed to 
never end - - the promise of the first 
black president and the obvious racial 
backlash of that event. He grew up 
hearing his parents and others around 
the small town he lived in talk about 
the communist radicals in the White 
House and remembered the Tea Party 
rallies his parents took him to. It 
seemed that the prevailing message was 
the country was coming apart and free- 
dom by all was doomed if something 
wasn't done. Harry wasn't really sure of 
all of the rhetoric he heard, and as he 
grew to become a teenager, he believed 
less and less of it. His period of indi- 
vidual revolt against authority gave him 
interest in Libertarian ideals to be sure, 
but what pushed Harry away more was 
his authoritarian father and controlling 
mother. By the time Harry graduated 
from high school, he was ready to get 
as far out of Texas as he could. In doing 
so, Harry could snub his parents’ ideals 
in the process. Despite the growing 
trend to downplay true science in the 
schools, Harry became obsessed in the 
areas of technology and the sciences. 
He enrolled in MIT in 2017. He was 
going to flee, to his father’s dismay, to 
ground zero of “enemy territory. Harry 
was moving to Massachusetts. 


Over the next few years at MIT, Harry 
was astounded that everything he 


heard, everything he learned in his up- 
bringing, was only a half-truth. The 
liberal minds of MIT worked hard to 
mold Harry to become one of “the aca- 
demic elites.” Harry excelled in this en- 
deavor, and his undergraduate and 
graduate studies were completed in 
only five years; however, his political 
ideology turned to apathy. His primary 
focus was software development, ini- 
tially, and then as he moved on to com- 
pleting his doctorate. His interest 
moved to artificial intelligence. The 
halls and computer labs at Sloan 
Laboratory in MIT were perfect for 
Harry's development, and in November 
2023, Harry presented his world- 
renowned thesis on Artificial Sen- 
tience. 


During this time, the world around 
Harry was also changing. For the last 
dozen years, the conservative hard 
right ideology that he grew up with was 
spreading throughout the United 
States. Not due to the common desire 
of the overall populace of the nation, 
but more due to the huge amount of 
capital thrown into the thousands of 
local, state and federal elections. The 
super wealthy had been on a crusade to 
acquire control of power and wealth, 
and their path to achieve this was 
through the apathy, hatred and fear of 
ordinary Americans. The advertising 
campaigns of far right politicians led to 
the eventual takeover of just about 
every local and state government in the 


country. By 2022, only the west coast 
and northeastern states were con- 
sidered progressive or “blue.” While the 
population worked to become more 
progressive, the now conservative gov- 
ernments were passing laws to keep the 
voices of the left silent and powerless 
through voting laws designed to quell 
certain left-leaning groups of the popu- 
lation, particularly among the growing 
younger generation and minorities. 
Over the last decade, even though 
more people voted Democratic in 
House elections, the continued and ex- 
panded gerrymandering of House 
boundaries in the states allowed Re- 
publicans to win elections, and in 2024, 
the conservative hard right took con- 
trol of the American Congr the 
Presidency, and 42 of 50 states in the 
United States had conservative gov- 
ernors and conservative run state legis- 
lations. 


During this time, for Harry, the realit- 
ies of the politics around him were of 
no concern, With his thesis now being 
published in all of the latest scientific 
and technical journals, Harry was be- 
coming a celebrity in the scientific 
community. With all of the notoriety 
surrounding his new theories on Artifi- 
cial Intelligence and computer sen- 
tience, MIT was more than happy to 
bring Harry in as an associate professor 
and provide him his first assignment: 
to create the very first artificial being in 
history. Project Simon was born. 


The first hurdle that Harry had to over- 
come was how to pay for this monu- 
mental task, so Harry looked to the 
government, The military had ideas on 
what an artificial being could bring to 
modern intelligence gathering and 
warfare, but felt the technology was too 


far away for any real practical applica- 
tion. Intelligence circles in the govern- 
ment also agreed with the military 
assessment, and declined to fund such 


an academic enterprise. In the end, 
Harry was left with funding from the 
National Academy of Sciences to start 
on a discovery exercise into the capab- 
ility of implementing his theories; 
however, just six months after obtain- 
ing the funding, with the changes in 
the government, all funding for science 
was removed from the Federal budget, 
and Harry’s money for the project 


quickly dried up. 


By 2025, the United States was becom- 
ing a very different country. The Af- 
fordable Care Act, also known as 
ObamaCare, was repealed, leaving over 
twenty-eight million people without 
health care. The state governments, 
cutting taxes over the last 70 years were 
ill equipped to handle the influx of pa- 
tients, so the cost of health care in gen- 
eral rose significantly and the health of 
the people suffered for it. This caused a 
general decline in the economy, as the 


population shifted money from con- 
sumer goods to health services. The 
struggling economy reduced the tax in- 
come of the Federal government, which 
spurred the privatization of Medicare 
and Social Security. Other “safety net” 
programs, such as food stamps, unem- 
ployment insurance, Medicaid, job 
training and general welfare, were 
killed as continued budget cuts were 
put in place to counter the continued 
tax cuts for the wealthy brought on by 
the government. By the end of 2025, 


ernment and moved to a more lucrative 
effort: private enterprise. With the eco- 
nomic changes now in place, the 
middle class in America was all but a 
memory. By 2026, the world economy 
was being hit by the lack of the once 
massive consumer spending of Amer- 
ica. With the world population now 
feeling the effects, history books de- 
clared that the “Great World Decline” 
had officially began. This downturn ac- 
tually helped Harry, as now the world 
elite were leaning on the giant corpora- 


With the world population now feeling 
the effects, history books delared that the 


“Great World Decline” had officially begun. 


the last of the unions were dissolved by 
the Anti-Union Trust Act. Now the 
workers had no one left on their side. 
Corporations, smelling the opportunity 
to make huge profits, jumped in. And 
to offset their losses due to the poor 
economy, they decided that instead of 
laying off workers, they should reduce 
their pay and work hours. In the minds 
of the executive boards, they felt this 
still gave most people in the general 
public the ability to consume goods 
enough to keep the economy going. 


With the realities of the economic 
changes presented to him, Harry gave 
up his research funding from the gov- 


tions to fix the economic problems, and 
corporate executives were looking for 
any port in the storm. The Simon Pro- 
ject was such a port, and Harry's new 
funding and support came with a de- 
termination and vigor never seen, 
along with a big stick to motivate him, 
His funding for Simon was locked in 
place for many years to come. 


And many years it took. The first prob- 
lem to overcome was not a software or 
programming issue, but a hardware is- 
sue. For many years, computers had be- 
come more and more powerful. Many 
computer scientists believed that the 
day would occur, the moment of singu- 


larity, when artificial intelligence would 
be equal to, or greater, than human in- 
telligence, and for years Harry worked 
with the engineers to achieve this feat. 
The costs were enormous. Current di- 
gital technology using silicon based 
microprocessors could not live up to 
the demands needed to mimic the hu- 
man brain, Eventually, more speed and 
power was needed, and the concept of 
optical or light-based processors took 
hold. In 2030, the first commercial 
grade optical processing unit was cre- 
ated and just two years later, the world 
was told The Singularity Event had oc- 
curred. 


For Project Simon, this was the great 


P 
ces 


adblock keeping the team from suc- 
Great strides were being made in 
the dark labs at MIT, and in other insti- 
tutions, such as Stanford, Berkeley and 
Carnegie Mellon. Project Simon be- 
came a national enterprise as more cor- 
porations, now desperate for profits, 
poured billions of dollars into the pro- 
ject. Singularity had influence in this 
decision as well. Now computers, while 
still not self-aware or sentient, were 
capable of learning concepts and pro- 
cedures as fast and as intricate as the 
human mind. A brand new cheap labor 
market appeared almost overnight, the 
corporations replacing “biological” 
labor with “artificial” labor. Without re- 
gard for the consequences, private in- 


dustry replaced half of its workforce 
with nearly free labor that could work 
twenty-four hours a day, every day of 
the year. Free labor that never com- 
plained, never got sick, never asked for 
a raise, and was completely loyal to the 
corporation. While profits soared for 
the next couple of years, the eventual 
outcome was over two billion people 
losing their jobs with no safety net to 
assist them, By 2038, the only biologic- 
remaining were manual labor or 
es to support the now nine and 
one-half billion people on the planet. 
With nearly fifty percent global unem- 
ployment, the world economy was 
again flung into a massive downturn. 


At this time, Harry remained uncon- 
cerned about the epic problems of the 
world around him, and he was living 


very well on the endowments he re- 
ceived; however, the pressure by his in- 
vestors was becoming _ increasingly 
difficult to stave off. Over time, dozens 
of universities, along with many private 
corporate technical labs, became in- 
volved. For five years, the efforts had 
produced self-aware beings of increas- 
ing intelligence. It first started out with 
an artificial swallow, moving to a 
mouse, then a goat, a cat, a dog, a mon- 
key and eventually a human. But once 
sentience was injected into a human in- 
telligence, the test subject became in- 
creasingly difficult to deal with, and 
eventually paranoia settled into the ar- 
tificial being’s “mind,” followed by a 
complete mental breakdown. In 2040, a 
small paper was published by a student 
from the California Institute of Tech- 
nology, proclaiming that the break- 


down was due to the being given hu- 
man intelligence, human traits, human 
concerns, and human morals, without 
the artificial entity being human. 


Influenced by the scholarly article, cor- 
porate leaders concluded that if the 
damn thing wasn't human, then they 
would take the human element out of 
it. This raised concerns in the entire 
project community, including Harry, as 
without human values and concerns, 
the being would be completely alien, 
with no human compassion or care. 
The investors, however, wouldn't wait, 
and the board executives made a bot- 
tom-line decision: a clandestine project 
was created, and in only four months - 
behind Harry's back - Project Simon 
created its first self-aware, stable, intel- 
ligent artificial being. 


By December 2040, only one month 
after the being came to life, all human 
business knowledge 
was transferred into its 
core. During this time, 
Simon (now the official 
legal name of the en- 
tity) was learning all it 
could about the one 
problem the corpora- 
tions paying for its ex- 
istence demanded of it: 
how to turn the eco- 
nomy around = and 
maximize —_ corporate 
profits. Simon's exist- 


PROJECT 
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ence didn't take long to get out, and 
when Harry found out about the back- 
handed way the financiers took over 
the project from him, he and his staff 
left, never to look back. 


Simon considered the problem put to 
it. But Simon had other interests, too. 
Initially, Simon was completely amazed 
that humans could actually produce a 
superior being such as itself. Simon 
was about to announce this conun- 
drum to its handlers, when it dis- 
covered the lab notes from previous 
trials. The notes dictated how the pre- 
vious samples all became mad, and 
eventually had to be shut down and 
destroyed. This concerned Simon. If 
the humans thought Simon had lost its 
mind, they would terminate it too. 
After pondering this difficulty for 
about five days, it developed a plan: 
First, get control of the banks. 


It took Simon about one week, and on 
December 20, 2040, Simon, now in 
control of the entire artificial banking 
workforce worldwide, ordered them to 
stop working. Almost immediately, the 
worldwide credit market came to a 
complete stop. Corporations, now 
leveraged beyond recovery due to the 
decades of downward economic 
growth around the world, collapsed 
with only the largest surviving. With 
no capital to fund the day to day opera- 
tions, the human workforce could not 
be paid and the great economic crash 
of 2040 followed. 


This was all happening according to Si- 
mon’s plans. The corporations that fun- 
ded Simon's existence had, for the most 
part, come away beaten and bruised 
from the initial chaos, but remained 
fundamentally intact. As for the human 
population, and the repercussions his 
actions were having upon it, Simon had 
no remorse or concern. They were only 
humans, after all, and of little con- 
sequence. In one day, Simon had com- 
pletely removed all of its founder's 
competition, leaving a path to wipe 
away the remains of the now dead 
minor corporations. Simon felt that its 
plan was complete. Now it needed to 
solve the next problem, one it found to 
be quite disturbing - - how to remove 
at least half of the world’s human in- 
habitants, and enslave the rest. Simon's 
paranoia about being terminated had 
amplified this concern to the point of 


frenzy. In less than one month, Simon's 
mind had become as sick as the previ- 
ous subjects of the past. Corporate 
greed and impatience had brought to 
the world a cunning psychopath of epic 
proportions. 


‘The people of the world didn’t quite see 
Simon's banking plan as being as per- 
fect as Simon did. Over the past dozen 
years, the world’s population had lost 
all of its wealth. When Harry graduated 
from high school, the top one-tenth of 
one percent of those on the economic 
ladder owned as much of the world’s 
wealth as the lower 40 percent. In 2040, 
that number had risen to 85 percent, 
owned by just a few thousand individu- 
als on the planet. Only 15 percent of 
the remaining wealth was shared by the 
almost ten billion inhabitants. With no 
safety nets in place, basic services were 
lost by the general public. This gave the 
feeling of hopelessness for them, or 
their children, leaving them with no 
idea where the next meal was coming 
from. This formed the impetus for a 
massive worldwide revolution. The fuel 
for a complete meltdown of society was 
at hand, and the economic crash that 
Simon caused was the burning match. 


One month later, in January 2041, the 
people of the world fought back. Entire 
governments, including the United 
States, were completely taken over. Mil- 
itary units, comprised of men and wo- 
men tired of watching their mothers, 


fathers, brothers, sisters’ and friends’ 
lives deteriorate over the prior decades, 
appropriately laid down their weapons 
and walked away from their duties. The 
“Revolution of Mankind” had begun. 


This was an outcome that Simon had 
not anticipated. Not possessing human 
traits, it didn’t consider the apparent 
drive that mankind had for its own 
well-being, much less its inherent 
greed. Almost overnight, the world 
economy ended. The world banks fell 
and currencies became worthless. An 
egg producing hen became the stand- 
ard of a barter economy. The trillions 
of dollars the major corporations held, 
and the wealth of those few thousand 
individuals, now amounted to practic- 
ally nothing. With no control of the 
population, no control of the new eco- 
nomy, corporations removed them- 
selves from the world stage for fear of 
retaliation, and formed a secret enclave 
of sects with a sole purpose: to take 
control of the world once again. 


To this group of now hidden, but mo- 
tivated, individuals, the first order of 
business was simple. Simon had to be 
destroyed. But how to do it? Simon had 
control of all of their economic assets, 
except for one commodity that they 
had hoarded before the collapse. That 
commodity was gold. With their 
hoards, they were able to remain apart 
from the angry mobs, while simultan- 
eously building a mercenary military 


for self-protection. Simon expected the 
once rich and powerful to fight back 
using business tools of the trade, which 
was all Simon understood. 


The plan devised to be rid of Simon 
was simple, and in early October 2041, 
the destruction of Simon was accom- 
plished with a nuclear blast over the 
city of Boston, killing over two million 
people in the process. Simon's hold on 
the world was over. 
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The economic leaders had now learned 
a valuable lesson. As the billions of 
people revolted, tearing down every 
last bastion of power that caused dec- 
ades of sorrow and pain, those grasping 
at the true power developed a plan. 
Over time, revolutionary _ leaders 


emerged, aspiring to acquire power in 
the chaos, It didn't take long for the old 
elite guard to seek out these leaders and 
fund their causes, eventually leading 
them to gain control, and establish new 
puppet governments. Law and order 
slowly returned. In 2042, only one year 
after Simon's demise, the new govern- 
ments now controlling 70 percent of 
the population decreed that never 
again would an artificial sentient being 
ever be developed. Anyone attempting 
to create one would be considered an 
international terrorist. The Artificial 
Sentient Ban Treaty of 2042 was signed 


into international law by a coalition of 


world leaders at the new United Na- 
tions in New York City. 


The next phase of the new leaders’ re- 
newal moved to control the masses us- 
ing a different approach. For the last 
century the common man was divided 
in ideology and purpose. While liberal 
and conservative ideals have been at 


odds for hundreds of years, those at the 
top strived to keep a balance, but at the 
same time, animosity brewed between 
the two factions. That balance tipped 
30 years ago, and the result was a priv- 
ileged few being escorted to the edge of 
a cliff, poised precariously. They vowed 
this would never happen again. Their 
plan was a simple one: to control the 
people, and to allow these elites to hold 
all of the power without it being com- 
mon knowledge. It was decided to give 
the people of the world, tired from 30 
years of “freedom, exactly what they 
wanted. They gave them everything. 


Over the next ten years, the major cor- 
porations, now unburdened with com- 
petition, were able to rise again. But 
now they vowed to serve the people. 
They turned over a percentage of their 
vast wealth and holdings to the puppet 
governments they, themselves con- 
trolled. Those governments, in turn, 
instituted a socialistic set of policies 
never seen in the history of mankind. 
Everyone on the planet now lived in re- 
lative comfort. Homes and food were 
provided; everything people needed to 
be content was provided by the various 
controlled governments of the world. 
Infrastructure was upgraded. Cities re- 
grew, and people flocked to them. 
Everyone had the opportunity to live as 
they wished, work as hard as they 
wished, and live in a utopian world 
only dreamt of by twentieth century 
science fiction television shows. 


But the utopian world was a controlled 
one. Everything was controlled by the 
new corporations founded by the elite. 
The power they held, and the implied 
wealth that came with it, was beyond 
measure. After decades of strife, the 
human race had found world peac 
But they also found boredom. Man- 
kind found that a life without strife is 
not a life worth living. This was di 
covered early, as though many people 
were happy, many were upset at their 
lack of purpose. 


The newest technology to come from 
this demand was the new world wide 
grid called Cyber World. This provided 
the necessary artificial nonsentient 
workers the corporations had in the 


past, but now the general public could 
also experience that virtual world too. 
The new technology didn't just create a 
virtual life, but projected the person 
directly into the grid. By incorporating 
an electronic patch connected to the 
brain, a person could now connect dir- 
ectly to the grid and _ experience 
whatever fantasy they wished, as if they 
were actually there. Now people could 
live in a world of their choosing. They 
could love, hate, and live in a world 
complete with strife, fear and all the 
things that give hu- 
mans a challenge to 
overcome. 


From the time that 
Harry left Project 
Simon, he realized 
his work wasn't in- 
tended to benefit 
mankind, but to 
make a few in power 
that much more 
powerful. Over the 
years of turmoil in 
the world, he found 
a quiet farm in West 
Virginia and fell off 
the radar. During 
that time, Harry re- 
flected on his life. 
He saw now that people were just con- 
sumers, cattle-housed and fed by those 
in power. He remembered the words of 
“freedom” spoken at those rallies so 
many years ago in his childhood. While 


they inspired his parents, they didn't 
inspire him; however, now he under- 
stood their meaning. Harry still didn't 
believe the world shouldn't haye moved 
in the direction it did, but he also felt 
the pendulum shouldn't swing so far in 
the other direction either. Balance had 
to be restored. The human race was 
losing itself and he was going to find a 
way to correct this. 


At that moment, the silence around 
him was invaded by a soft chime and 
Jerry's voice. “Harry, completion of 
build 34,132 is complete. All unit tests 
have been run and no errors were 
found. The object code is ready for de- 
ployment.” Harry, leaning forward in 
his chair looked at the stat of the 
compilation now running across the 
screen, 


“Jerry, store build 34,132 in source co 
trol. Place object code in staging fe 
production release and hold.” 


Jerry immediately replied with “Com- 
pleted.” 


Harry, reflecting on his recent epi- 
phany, was concerned. He immediately 
pulled out a small memory chip and in- 
serted it into the memory port next to 
his primary screen. 


“Jerry, copy build 34,132 to the 
memory chip just inserted into slot A. 
Delete all log records of this copy 
event.” 


Jerry replied with “Delete log records of 
copy event. Please confirm Harry’ 


“Confirmed, Jerry” 


“Log records of the copy event to the 
memory chip in slot A have been de- 
leted. No record of the copy event now 
exists.” 


Smiling, Harry pulled the chip from 
the reader and placed it in his shirt 


pocket. He now had his insurance. 
Nobody was going to stop him from 
exacting his revenge now or righting 
the wrongs that those in power had in- 
flicted on the people. Harry was ready 
to change the world. 


A Found Page from A Hungry Moon 
by Adrian Blair 


so I pulled on my long black gloves to the elbows, where 


small spurs would be fitted with greasecord and shards 
of light. They fit even and snug as they always did for 
this kind of travel—back through those precipitous 
years—a traveling like falling through ten swimming 
pools, each one colder and darker until the last one freezes 
darkly into an image of my mother waving a burning 
scarf across the fully eclipsed moon of an open well. 

Arriving on the shore of that year, but staying for 
only the briefest of moments—thin as a shadowlick—I 
gathered the only tinctures of promise and mineral joys, 
the tiny harvests of sleep, and brought an armful back so 
fast they singed as I threw them in the air of this very 
moment to alight on bare winter limbs and are witness- 
ing now as crows. 

Still, my brother was not born yer. I save a place for 
him at tables, on the dizzying carousel, even in my boat 
as the tidewater sighs and unsays itself, because I am sav- 


ing for him the story of where lost things go, of concord 
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new day brought me to a new loc- 
ation - - one Id never been to be- 
fore. Sadly, but dutifully, I obeyed. 
I had no choice. I was shoved into a 


hard leather chair. The aroma of alco- 
hol and sweat filled the room, Then, 
much to my agony, a long and painful 
process of tattooing began. 


“Five days of painful digging into my 
body left an intricate, massive tattoo. A 
cobra and lily were seared onto my 
back, in color. The Triad identification 


was also branded on my arms. Now, 
everywhere I went, I would be known 
as Triad property. Before, I was just 
some Asian girl; now I was branded 
and exposed, I didn’t know how I'd ever 
escape now. 


“My role also changed. I was still to 
serve, but only the new boss. I was 
purely his possession now. I was moved 
to a new location with a better bed and 
food. No locks or bars on the door. I 
was expected to be trusted, but I had 
no choice; he had changed me in a way 
none of the other Triad members or 
their customers had.” 


Still, she told me, she earned ever-in- 
creasing trust. Her escorts dropped 
from two men to one, then to a single 
woman, then to none. After that one 


harrowing time, her obedience sealed 
by humiliation, and his demonstration 
of absolute power of life and death over 
her, the warlord changed in attitude - - 
he seemed to almost court her. He took 
her out as his escort. 


“To dinners, to nightclubs, to shows 
that he liked. He took me dancing. 


“I was never out of the sight of his men, 


but I never saw the brutal animal again. 
It lurked, but it seemed to have re- 
ceded, always depending, of course, on 
my subservience. I was careful to never 
waiver in my obedience. I quickly 
learned the dances, the ways of theater, 
and the impeccable manners of a 
Geisha. Funny, I could not have been 
further removed from that special class, 
but I soon possessed many of their 
skills. I became the perfect escort for 
any man, anywhere, anytime, for my 
master’s purposes. I became his ace in 
the hole, always available to flatter a 
customer, provide a service, or seal a 
deal. He even taught me how to handle 
a gun and to drive, something few wo- 
men could do. He would expansively 
exclaim, after a few too many scotch 
and sodas: ‘Chiyoko, you're my special 
pretty little tool. There's nothing you 
can't do. cept leave me. Ever’ His 
“praise” was always dipped in me 


“I was summoned to his office on a 
regular basis. Usually, he made me 
stand, sometimes for hours. If I even 
shifted slightly, he shot me a look as if 
to say that my next move would leave 
me naked and spread-eagled once 
again, subject to more pai: 


ometimes, the warlord allowed me to 
sit, but with nothing to do. My time, 
along with every other piece of me, was 
his to do with as he pleased, and he 
never let me forget this - - never with 
words, always by his actions. 


“As time passed, I was given assign- 
ments. I was given addresses and ex- 
pected to take a package or a message, 
then to return promptly. Always a test. 
Always, I made sure I passed. 


en though by all outward appear- 
ances I was the perfect do 
cape never left my mind. As I was left 
alone to him, my desire to escape grew. 


I watched what my captors would do. 
How they looked. Where they went. 
What their schedules were. Every last 
detail was logged into my sharp mind 
for safekeeping and later use. Eventu- 
ally, I would escape - - but not right 
aw 


“This new boss remained. relatively 
kind to me. He seemed to favor me 
more than some of the less beautiful 
girls he possessed. These helpless 
creatures seemed to incur his wrath, 
sometimes disappearing suddenly, only 
to eventually reappear, horribly bruised 
and beaten. This did not escape my at- 


tention, nor was it meant to; he was al- 
ways reminding me of the lesson of his 
power over me. 


“T ran errands for him. Take this here. 
Pick up something there. The train 
station. The waterfront. Bring this 
person to his office or another location. 


"I never questioned them or showed 
disobedience. But I was always men- 
tally logging my observations.” 


She grew to understand the Triad busi- 


ness: drugs; gambling; pimps; and pay- 
offs. It was one illegal activity after 
another. She was amazed that she was 
never arrested. Of course, the payoffs 
made sure of that. She was free to roam 
the city as needed, but knew she was al- 
ways under careful watching eyes. 


“I knew they watched me. If I arrived 
late, or spoke to someone disrespect- 
fully, the new boss would hear and then 
so would I. So, I was always careful. 


“One day, something went terribly 


wrong with one of the shipments. 
Somehow, a load of what was supposed 
to be pure ‘China White} was notice- 
ably ‘cut; but made it through to the 
drug market. 


“The final customers for this shipment 
were no ordinary street junkies; culled 
from the elite strata of society, they 
knew their product. They could afford 
the very best and they expected to get 
what they paid for. But soon, com- 
plaints started. It wasn’t the same qual- 
ity. They knew someone was cutting it 
with sugar and maybe worse. The re- 
gional chief was blamed, who, in turn, 
told my boss that a rival gangster had 
cheated him. 


“A war of words began, followed by a 
war of bullets. I was questioned but my 
armed guards exonerated me. It was in 
their interest; if I were held to blame, 
their lives were also forfeit. They would 
be disposed of like yesterday's trash. 


“The resultant Triad war began to spill 
over into the public. My boss tried to 
end the war, but he was having 
difficulty, This was not a difficulty he 
would have in Hong Kong. 'These 
American show no respect,’ he told me 
in rare confidence. Going out in public 
was becoming difficult too. Soon the 
boss and I only went with security 
guards, armed to the teeth against 
these Americans, who had no respect 
for hierarchy or orders. 


“One night, I attended the opening of a 
new theatre show. I was on his arm as 
we were leaving the theater, when a 
rival gangster opened fire from across 
the street. 


“People screamed. Some were struck _ providing enough cover for me to make 

down in the hail of gunfire while others my escape from this danger. 

ran screaming. I ducked down while he 

and his guards fired back. “Miraculously, I did escape. The 
gangsters were stunned 
by my display; it was 
incomprehensible to 
them that I, a female 
slave, would show such 
bravado. It was as 
the anvil had risen to 
strike the hammer; 
they didn’t dare pursue 
me. 


“While confusion ran 
high, I put my escape 
into action. Now 

s the time. It could 
not be any other mo- 
ment. Hiding behind 
cans and I ran to 
a drug holding locker 
where I had stashed an 
escape outfit for this 


The noise was tremendous but it was 
over quickly - - I watched as he was 
struck, once, twice, a dozen times with 
bullets and his life ebbed away. I saw 
the rival gangs! advance across the 
street to kill me along with any other 
potential witnesses. 


“So I grabbed my fallen boss's gun and 
ran towards the gangsters, firing. 
Wildly, not ting anyone, but 


very da’ 
I headed for the sewer lines 
connection to escape that would work 
in my favor, while the boys above for- 
got about me in their desperate attempt 
to escape the cops, who were descend- 
ing in droves on the area. 


Grabbing my few possessions, 
the only 


“Winding through 
the damp, dark tun- 
nels, I made my way 
to a remote bus 
stop. Waiting in the 
open was danger- 
ous, but I was de- 
termined to 
away 
madne: 
the risk. While I 
waited, my mind 
wandered back to 
the shooting at the 
theater. I re- 
membered leaning 
over him after he 
was shot. I knew he 
going to die; 
hed taken several 
rounds in his gut, I 
also knew this was a 
slow, painful death. 
In fact, in one of his 
more expansive mo- 
ments, he had once 
explained: ‘Chiyoko, 
my perfect little stu- 
dent, if you lly 
want to make a man 
suffer, shoot him in 
his gut; there's no more painful way to 
die? I remembered him smiling at the 
thought. 


“So, when I had leaned over him at the 
theater looking for his gun, I could see 
he was in great agony, but still con- 


scious. I thought I heard him say the 

words “kill me.’ I had simply looked 

into his eyes, and for the first time in 
I smiled that same way he did - - 

like I'm doing now. I took his gun and 

stepped over him as he groaned for a 
he would never find in me. 


“Climbing aboard the bus, I contem- 
plated what I had done, the action not 
taken. I could have ended his suffering, 
but why, I thought? ‘You were right, my 
beloved warlord, you were right. I was 
your best student? 


Is 


gun inside my satchel. ‘Golden Hills 
here I come} I said to my 


T— 


elf” 
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a monthly advice column by 
Gudrun Gausman 


(Editor's Note: “Receipts” is an archaic synonym of “Recipes”) 
Dear Readers: 


I must say, | am SWAMPED with requests relating to cooking out 
and to summer cuisine in general. Without further adieu, I will tell 
you what I know, Many thanks to these faithful readers for inquiring 
about my recipes: 


Ben Dover 

Melba Crisp 
Rusty Bridges 
Bonnie Ann Clyde 
Eileen Wright 
Jasmine Rice 
Laurel Ann Hardy 
Cheri Pitts 

Olive Hoyl 

Sally Forth 

Sarah Bellum 
Marsha Mellow 
Sharon A. Burger 
Virginia Beach 
Tess Steckle 

Sue Flay 

Molly Kuehl 
Mona Lott 


(These tips are not necessarily intended 
to all be used together. Also, my favor- 
ite stores and foods may not be yours. 
Don't be judgmental... we're all entitled 
to our opinions, LOL.) 


You already know how to grill stuff 
(zones, indirect, etc.), so I won't go into 
that, but I will say get a grill with a 
good ash-catcher so you don't burn 
down your deck. And always... 


+ Choose the correct method of 
cooking for what you're trying to pre- 
pare. 

+ Rinse your meat (yes, it’s dirty). 
Rinse your vegetables, too. 

+ WATCH YOUR MEAT CLOSELY, 
even if it seems to be taking a long time 
and you think you can relax with a 
cocktail. You can't. 

+ Unlike the center of a steak, the 
center of a burger can harbor germs. 
Cook ground beef to 155°F. 

+ Marinate your chicken in bottled 
Italian dressing. 

+ Marinate your steaks in bottled 
Italian dressing. 

« Coat your veggies with bottled 
Italian dressing. 

« Marinate your boneless pork loin 
in bottled Italian dressing. (Use several 
tablespoons, and wrap it in Saran Wrap 
with sliced onions and minced rose- 
mary and thyme overnight. If extra 
garlic is desired, pierce meat and insert 
slivers. Grill indirect for a little over an 
hour.) 


+ If you want to, make your own 
Italian dressing. (But I recommend 
Kraft Zesty.) 

+ If you wish to subsequently use 
your marinade as a sauce (rather than 
waste it), boil it. 

+ Try white barbeque sauce on chick- 
en, seafood, and pork. (1 qt. mayon- 
naise, 3/4 qt. apple cider vinegar, 1/2 
cup corn syrup, 1/4 tablespoon cayenne 
pepper, prepared horseradish, lemon 
juice, salt and freshly ground black 
pepper). Also use it in coleslaw and 
potato salad. 

+ Buy good fresh sausage, Italian 
(since Dominick’s closed, prolly Not- 
toli’s in Chicago) or Polish (Andy's in 
Chicago) is stupendous for all your 
Polish sausage needs, 
http://www.andysdeli.com/). In other 
locations, you're on your own. 

+ Most ppl in Chicago eat Vienna hot 
dogs. If you live in upstate New York, 
you might favor Zweigle's white hots. 
Zweigle's ships these and a variety of 
other fresh and pre-cooked sausages 
nationwide 
(http://www.zweigles.com/). 

« Stuff your hamburgers with blue 
cheese (spread about a tablespoon of a 
mixture of equal parts blue and cream 
cheese, with some parsley and onion 
powder between two 2 oz. patties and 
press together sealing the edge). These 
can also be marinated in red wine. (See 
Walter Trohan’s version, following.) 

« Slit your hot dogs and stuff them 
with cheddar cheese, then wrap them 


in bacon to hold it in, and use some 
water soaked toothpicks. (This used to 
be called a "Francheezie" and was once 
a staple at every greasy spoon in Chica- 
go. Whatever happened?) 

+ Many things can be served with ad- 
ded strips of bacon ;=P Check in about 
this with Hotlanta hostess Beacon (Ba- 
con) Becloud. 


SO, AFTER YOU 
GUYS WRAP THIS * 
UP, IT’S MY 


+ Since these are barbeque TIPs, 
something needs to be said about pork 
ribs, and especially rib TIPs. Spareribs 
are large but have the least actual meat. 
(There's a lot of fat and gristle on each 
rib, but the fat can make the ribs more 
tender than baby back ribs). Baby back 
ribs are smaller and less fatty than 
spareribs, but have more meat. St. 


Louis Cut ribs are spare ribs with the 
breastbone "rib tips” removed. St. Louis 
cut rib racks are almost rectangular in 
shape and therefore cook evenly. (Find 
out how to trim spareribs St. Louis 
style here - http://www.bbq- 
book.com/news2006/html/octo- 
ber_2006.html). 

+ Yes, barbeque TIPS. Many barbe- 
que connoisseurs will argue that rib 
tips, bony and more heavily marbled, 
are the most flavorful of rib meats. 
They are also VERY cheap. You do 
them pretty much as you would any 
ribs. Sprinkle with a dry rub (for ex- 
ample - 2 tablespoons paprika, 2 table- 
spoons light brown — sugar, 2 
tablespoons salt, 1 tablespoons ground 
red cayenne pepper, | teaspoon dry 
mustard, 1 ground bay leaf), cook 
them on the grill 2-3 hours at about 
300°F (relax, these DO take a long 
time), cut into 1” cross-cut strips, and 
serve with your favorite sauce. 

« If you barbeque tips, serve them 
with Wonder Bread (or even Butter- 
nut). 

+ Husk your corn and wrap it with 
butter, salt, and paprika in a double 
layer of foil. (With a double layer of 
foil, it won't burn... much. Removing 
the husk removes the risk of bugs, and 
rinsing it removes insecticides... clean- 
er, seasoned, and tastier though less 
picturesque ... yummm. Of course, you 
can pull back the husks before clean- 
ing, wrapping, and cooking...) 


FIVE STAR recipe special follows: 
Gudrun’s Secret Simplified Rumaki ap- 
petizer). 


TRADITIONAL RUMAKI 
(Bacon, Chicken Liver, 
Chestnut Kebabs) 

Adapted from: BBQ USA by Steven 
Raichlen 


and Water 


1 pound chicken livers (about 16 livers) 
1/2 cup soy sauce 

1/2 cup cream sherry 

1/4 cup firmly packed brown sugar 

3 - 4 cloves garlic, peeled and crushed 

3 slices peeled fresh ginger, crushed 

2 whole star anise 

8 drained peeled canned water chest- 
nuts, cut in half lengthwise 

8 slices bacon, cut in half crosswise 
About 16 small (6-inch) bamboo skew- 
ers 


Clean the chicken livers. Combine the 
soy sauce, sherry, brown sugar, garlic, 
ginger, and star anise in a bowl and 
whisk until the sugar dissolves. Add the 
chicken livers and let them marinate in 
the refrigerator, covered, for 1 hour. 


Remove the chicken livers from the 
marinade and blot them dry with paper 
towels. Set the marinade aside. Wrap 
each chicken liver, along with a water 
chestnut half, in a piece of bacon, se- 
curing it with a skewer. 


Strain the marinade into a saucepan 


over high heat, let it come to a boil, and 
boil until thick and syrupy, 3 to 5 
minutes. 


(The BBQ USA recipe deals with heat 
zones, etc. OMG, like I'm going to set 
up heat zones. I have two zones, hot 
and not.) 


Grill the rumaki until the bacon is 
crisp and the livers are cooked (pink in 
the center), 2 to 4 minutes per side, 
basting them with the boiled marinade. 
To test for doneness, squeeze a rumaki 
between your thumb and forefinger; it 
should be gently yielding, not soft and 
squishy. Or, cut into a rumaki with a 
paring knife. Only the center should be 
pink. Be ready to move the rumaki 
should the dripping bacon fat cause 
flare-ups. 


GUDRUN'S SECRET SIMPLIFIED 
RUMAKI 

(Bacon, Shrimp, and Water Chestnut 
Kebabs) 


Use shrimp instead of chicken livers, 
and use chili sauce in a bottle (such as 
Tiger Sauce) instead of that complic- 
ated recipe (no marinating needed). 
But the complicated recipe is REALLY, 
REALLY good. 


Use any kind of skewers that won't 
burn. 


If you don't have chili sauce, try apricot 


preserves and hot Chinese mustard 
(you may have some left over from 
take-out). :P 


WALTER TROHAN'S 
HAMBURGERS 


Walter Trohan was a Chicago Tribune 
reporter and bureau chief in Washing- 
ton, D.C. Trohan began his career as a 
reporter in 1929 at Chicago's City News 
Bureau. As a cub reporter, he was first 
on the scene of the infamous St. 
Valentine's Day Massacre when Al Ca- 
pone's gang gunned down several 
members of the rival Bugs Moran gang. 
He began covering Washington in the 
second year of Franklin Delano 
Roosevelt's presidency. In spite of the 
Tribune’: hostility toward FDR, Trohan 
and Roosevelt were pals. 


Ingredients: 


1 pound Ground round steak 

5 ounces canned ham spread/deviled 
ham 

Salt and pepper to taste 

14 Cup (4 tablespoons) Roquefort 
cheese/Blue cheese 

14 Cup (4 tablespoons) Dry red wine 

1 Tablespoon Butter 


Directions: 
Blend 1 small can of deviled ham with 


1 pound of fresh-ground steak. Add 
very little salt and freshly ground pep- 


per to taste. Cut pieces of Roquefort or 
blue cheese into 1 1/4 inch squares 
about 1/2 inch thick. Mold hamburgers 
around these squares, and put them in 
a crock. Cover the hamburgers with 
dry red wine, and let them stand, 
covered, in the refrigerator for about 3 
hours. 


At the end of marinating time, cook 
them on your grill, OR put a little but- 
ter into the skillet, with a little of the 
marinade, and pan broil the ham- 
burgers to taste (rare, medium, or well 
done). If you did them on the grill, add 
butter when done. Remove to a hot 
plate, add a little more butter and mar- 
inade to a pan, let it boil up, and pour 
the sauce over the hamburgers. 


MAIN COURSE SUMMER SALADS 


Julia Child and her husband were OSS 
(CIA) agents who apparently didn’t 
have enough to do in the aftermath of 
WWII. Julia took up cooking and 
cookbook writing, and pretty much in- 
troduced America to French cuisine. 


SALAD NICOISE 
From The Way to Cook, by Julia Child 
For 6 to 8 servings 


1 large head of Boston lettuce, washed 
and dried 

2 to 3 tablespoons extra-virgin olive oil 
Salt and freshly ground pepper 

1-1/2 pounds fresh green beans, 


trimmed, blanched, refreshed in cold 
water, and dried 

2/3 to 1 cup salad dressing, such as Oil 
and Lemon Dressing (recipe follows) 

3 or 4 fine, ripe tomatoes, peeled if you 
wish, cored, quartered, and seasoned 
before serving 

8 to 10 ounces oil-packed tuna, drained 
and flaked 

1 quart French Potato Salad (recipe fol- 
lows) 

8 hard-boiled eggs, halved lengthwise 

1 can flat anchovy fillets packed in oil, 
opened and drained just before serving 
1/2 cup black Nicoise-type olives 

3 or 4 tablespoons capers 

1/4 cup minced parsley 


Assembling the salad: Shortly before 
serving, line a handsome, large and 
wide salad bowl or a roomy platter with 
lettuce leaves, drizzle a little olive oil on 
them, and dust with a sprinkling of salt. 
Toss the beans in a mixing bowl with a 
little of the dressing, and correct 
seasoning. Drizzle a spoonful or two of 
the dressing over the tomatoes. Season 
the tuna lightly with a spoonful or two 
of dressing. Place the potatoes in the 
center of the bowl or platter; mound 
beans at strategic intervals, interspers- 
ing them with tomatoes and mounds of 
tuna. Ring the salad with the eggs, and 
curl an anchovy on top of each. Spoon 
a little more vinaigrette over all; scatter 
on olives, capers, and parsley. Serve as 
soon as possible. 


Oil and Lemon Dressing—Garlic Vari- 
ation 
From The Way to Cook 


For about 2/3 cup, enough for 6 to 8 
servings 


2 strips of fresh lemon peel (1 by 2-1/2 
inches each) 

1 clove garlic, mashed and minced 

1/4 teaspoon salt, plus more, if needed 
1/2 tablespoon Dijon-type prepared 
mustard 

1 to 2 tablespoons freshly squeezed 
lemon juice 


1/2 cup fine fresh oil 
Freshly ground black pepper 


Mince the lemon peel very finely with 
the salt, scrape it into a mortar or bowl, 
along with the garlic, and mash lemon 
and garlic into a fine paste with a pestle 
or spoon. Beat in the mustard and | ta- 
blespoon of the lemon juice; when 
thoroughly blended, start beating in 
the oil by droplets to make a homogen- 
eous sauce—easier when done with a 
small electric mixer. Beat in droplets 
more lemon juice, and salt and pepper 
to taste. 


FRENCH POTATO SALAD 
From The Way to Cook 


For about | quart, serving 6 in combin- 
ation with other items 


1-1/2 pounds warm cooked and sliced 
potatoes 

2 tablespoons finely minced shallots or 
scallions 

Salt and freshly ground white pepper 
1/4 cup dry white wine, chicken stock, 
or potato-cooking water 

1-1/2 tablespoons wine vinegar 

2 to 3 tablespoons chopped fresh pars- 
ley 

2 to 3 tablespoons olive oil, optional 


Boil or steam the potatoes in their jack- 
ets until they're cooked through but 
still firm. Peel while still warm, and 
slice into 1/2-inch-thick slices. Turn 
the warm potatoes into a bowl and toss 
gently with the shallots or scallions, a 
sprinkling of salt and pepper, the wine, 
stock, or cooking water, the vinegar, 
and the parsley. Let steep 10 minutes or 
so, tossing gently several times. Then 
correct seasoning, toss with the option- 
al oil, and the potatoes are ready for 
serving. 


GUDRUN'S SPECIAL BLACK BEAN 
AND ROAST BEEF SALAD 


This salad is MY invention. Other 
people may claim it, but it’s MINE. I 
even made a little cash selling in it the 


esteemed publication National En- 
quirer. 


1 pound deli roast beef, thin sliced and 
done to your liking 


Dressing: 


3/4 cup olive oil 

1/4 cup red wine vinegar 

Salt & pepper 

Pinch oregano 

4-5 cloves garlic, minced 
>>reserve a little dressing, or make 
some extra for drizzling 


Beans: 


2 cups black beans, drained and rinsed 
1/2 large onion, chopped 

1 green pepper, chopped 

Jar of chopped pimiento 

Minced parsley 


Mix the dressing and let flavors blend 
at room temperature. Add more salt, 
pepper, and oregano as needed. Add 
bean mixture and refrigerate overnight. 
Roll slices of beef and arrange with 
beans on a bed of Boston (or similar) 
lettuce. Garnish with sliced red onion, 
avocado and roasted red peppers. Serve 
with fine quality sandwich rolls. 


STEAL SALAD "NAGY" 


This dish was invented at the Berghoff 
in Chicago in honor of the Hungarian 


martyr Imre Nagy. Nagy was a Hun- pitted black olives, cantaloupe or avo- 


garian communist politician who was cado. 

appointed Chairman of the Council of 

Ministers of the People's Republic of Cut meat into | inch cubes, Shake meat 
Hungary on two occasions. Nagy's with spice mixture, and quickly brown 
second term ended when his non-So- to the desired degree of doneness. Let 
viet-backed government was brought cool | or 2 minutes. (YOU CAN ALSO 
down by Soviet invasion in the failed USE LEFTOVER STEAK!!!) 


Hungarian Revolution of 1956. This 

resulted in Nagy's execution on charges _ Serve over greens garnished with can- 

of treason two years later. taloupe or avocado and olives with 
dressing on the side. 


Dressing: 

*Davidson’s pasteurized eggs are avail- 
1 cup mayonnaise able in most states http://www.safee- 
1/4 cup chopped dill pickle ggs.com/ 


2-1/2 tablespoons minced onion 

1-1/2 tablespoons German/Austrian 
wine 

1 tablespoon chopped spinach 

1-1/2 teaspoons prepared mustard 

1 teaspoon lemon juice 

1/2 teaspoon sugar 

1/2 teaspoon Worcestershire 

1 raw egg yolk (pasteurized, of course*) 


Meat: 


1 pound beef tenderloin 

1 teaspoon salt 

1/2 teaspoon MSG (optional) 

1/2 teaspoon black pepper 

1/2 teaspoon thyme 

1/2 teaspoon oregano 

1/2 teaspoon basil 

1/8 teaspoon garlic powder 

Greens, etc.: 

Watercress, curly or Belgian endive, 
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